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Featured Poem: So Why Bother? 


So Why Bother? 


The more I learn, 


the more I know. 


The more I know, 


the more I forget. 


The more I forget, 


the less I know, 


So why bother? 


Patrick Bruskiewich 
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Poetic Voice Magazine Welcomes Submissions 


Obelisk Press of Vancouver is pleased to publish this tenth volume of Poetic 


Voice Magazine which serves to feature the work of aspiring poets. 


In this edition we have included a section titled The Best of Poetic Voice 
(2019-2022). We would like to thank the poets who have contributed new 
works from around the world to our magazine over the first three years of its 
existence. The featured poems are from London, New York, Paris, Tokyo, 


Montreal and Vancouver. Please continue to write and submit your poetry. 


Poetic Voice Magazine welcomes submissions on a quarterly basis. Please 


feel free to submit your poetry to 


pbruskiewich @ gmail.com 


There is no fee to submit. There is no writer's fee provided by the journal for 


those who submit. The publishing rights remain with the writer. 
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Poetic Commentary 
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Commentary: Vancouver Lights by Earle Birney 


About me the night ... moonless ... wimples the mountains 
wraps ocean ... land ... air ... and mounting 

sucks at the stars ... The city ... throbbing below 

webs the sable peninsula ... The golden 

strands overleap the seajet ... by bridge and buoy 

vault the shears of the inlet ... climb the woods 

toward me ... falter ... and halt ... Across to the firefly 
haze of a ship on the gulps erased horizon 


roll the lambent spokes of a lighthouse 


Through the feckless years we have come to the time 
when to look on this quilt of lamps is a troubling delight 
Welling from Europe's bog ... through Africa flowing 
and Asia ... drowning the lonely lumes on the oceans 
tiding up over Halifax ... now to this winking 


outpost comes flooding the primal ink 


On this mountain's brutish forehead with terror of space 

I stir of the changeless night and the stark ranges 

of nothing pulsing down from beyond and between 

the fragile planets ... We are a spark beleaguered 

by darkness this twinkle we make in a corner of emptiness 
how shall we utter our fear that the black Experimentress 


will never in the range of her microscope find it? Our Phoebus 
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himself is a bubble that dries on Her slide while the Nubian 


wears for an evening's whim a necklace of nebulae 


Yet we must speak we the unique glowworms 

Out of the waters and rocks of our little world 

we conjured these flames hooped these sparks 

by our will ... From blankness and cold we fashioned stars 
to our size and signaled Aldebaran 

This must we say whoever may be to hear us 


if murk devour and none weave again in gossamer: 


.... These rays were ours 
we made and unmade them ... Not the shudder of continents 
doused us ... the moon's passion ... nor crash of comets 
In the fathomless heat of our dwarfdom ... Our dream's combustion 
we contrived the power the blast that snuffed us 
No one bound Prometheus .... Himself he chained 
and consumed his own bright liver ... O stranger 
Plutonian descendant or beast in the stretching night— 


there was light 


194] 


If you have never seen the beautiful sparkle of Vancouver at night then 


perhaps Birney’s poem will evoke a picture in your mind’s eye. He wrote this 


poem after trekking up Grouse Mountain in North Vancouver. It is said that 
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at the time there were a thousand neon signs scattered around the city. Even 


war could not encourage people to turn the neons off. 


Vancouver Lights is probably Birney's only memorable poem, most of his 
other pieces have long ago lost their lustre. As a Canadian poet he too has 
lost his lustre in that his very left wing politics was out of sync with his times 


and definitely does not reflect the liberal views of our modern age. 


During the riotous 1960's Birney was at home with the hippy dippy types at 
the University of British Columbia, helping to set up some of their left wing 
writing programs. He did not hide his prejudices and tended to rub many 
moderate poets and writers the wrong way who packed their bags at went East 


to Toronto and Montreal to make their names. 


Today Earle Birney is just an old and faded black and white photograph on a 
Department wall. With Birney as one of their favourites it is easy to see why 
there have not been any world class authors or poets that call UBC their 


alumni. 


But nonetheless I do like the poem Vancouver Lights ... 
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Commentary: Ten Things to Do ... by Isabella Montsouris 


Ten Things to Do with a Polaroid Camera 


I opened the birthday 

gift that my uncle gave 
me. What else could I say 
with thank you but ... may 


I take your picture? 


Please do ... he smiled 


do you like your new polaroid? 
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I nodded. It took me a while 
to figure it all out. but boy ... 
the first picture I took was a blur ... 


I did not wait long enough 
Waiting is hard for me 

It is rather tough to count to ten 
Then tear open the thing and 
See that I had ruined it. 


Try again ... the second was much better 
than the first but the flash 

had left him with red eyes 

or maybe it was the fact 


he had been drinking? 


The third picture I took was 

of my birthday cake, or what 
Was left of it. After my brother 
had taken another big piece ... 


comme un couchon! 
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The fourth picture was 

of my mother and dad 
who just stood there 
unhappy with their lives ... 


you could see it in the eyes. 


The fifth picture I left for 

later when I was alone. 

In the bedroom I stood before 
my mirror and took a snapshot 


of me taking a picture ... of me. 


This made me wonder what 
wonderful things I might do 
with my new polaroid camera? 
It could be my personal 


window on the world. 


I set it on the nightstand 

Next to my bed and got undressed. 
And thought ... but it was getting 
Late and I had school first thing 


tomorrow morning. 
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Should I take it to school? 
No ... someone would steal it 
For sure. After all it wasn’t 
every day a polaroid camera 


was lurking about. 


My two best friends asked 

me what I got for my sixteenth 
birthday. And so I told them ... 
new shoes, a new dress, a bra and 


Panties to match and a camera. 


A camera! Take our pictures ... 
Take our pictures! And so they 
followed me home after school 
that day and I took a snap of 


each of them in turn. 


And they took one of me too 
Leaving just two pictures in the 


camera. Well one had to be 
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of the three of us, for sure. 


but something was missing! 


It was Jean who knew what to do. 
She whispered it in Nicole's ear and 
She nodded. What? I asked. Jean 
said promise me you will you do it? 


So I did and well ... 


This is the best thing to do 

with your two best friends by far 
with the last film in a box of polaroid 
just don't get caught 


or your mom will take away your camera! 


Commentary: 


This poem is a lovely reminder of the fun you can have when you show a bit 
of courage and creativity. Not everyone has owned a Polaroid but those of us 
who have, or who have at least tried using one, are inevitably drawn to the 


artistic possibilities of the Polaroid. 


Before we had digital cameras, the Polaroid was the fastest and easiest way to 


take a picture. Sure the quality of the pictures left something to be desired, 
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but in the genre of figurative art, the Polaroid became part of the figurative art 
world early on. You developed your work and you didn't have to find 
someone discrete to develop your film. Not everyone took to developing their 
own film, which you pretty much need to do when you do figurative 


photography. 


I doubt Isabella knew this when she asked her friends to join her in front of 
the camera (this of course begs the question ... who is behind the viewfinder 
on her Polaroid, when the picture of the three of them were taken? Definitely 


not their mother!). 


Their adventure is made complete with the writing of her poem and the 


sharing of their photograph. 


One must wonder whether her mother would have taken the camera away if 


she knew Isabella had done figurative art with it. 


One might also wonder whether today decades later it really matters what she 
did that afternoon with her two best girlfriends. As they look back at their 
youthful enthusiasm they are most likely thankful they had the courage to be 


so bold and creative. 


We are only young once and we should enjoy it when we can. 
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A fine collection of Art Books 


A growing collection of titles 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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New Poems 


Poetic Voice Ten 18 Spring 2023 


If Only They Knew by Aki Kurosawa 


I wished I knew 
what turned boys off 
because I know what 


turns them on. 


Beer and baseball, 
yes that's a Japanese thing! 
manga with 


too much exposed 


School girls in their 

short skirts 

taking the subway 

with their panties 
showing as they hang 
tight to their school books 
with one arm and 

to the strap overhead 


with the other. 


There was a time when 
I too struggled 
there in the subway 


and had tubby 
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sweating boys, 


try to film me up skirt. 


If only they knew 
what turned me on 
then I would have 
given them for free 
what they tried to 


steal from me 


If they had carried 
my books — they would 


not have needed their manga. 
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What Loneliness Is by Patrick Bruskiewich 


Loneliness is walking in the 
Shadows of the Cherry 
Blossoms and having no one to 


Share the moment with. 


Loneliness is seeing how pink 
And beautiful they are 
And being reminded of the 


Wonders of the woman you love. 


Loneliness is watching the 
Cherry Blossoms dance 
Through space and time reminding 


You each moment if fleeting. 


Loneliness is walking alone 
Along the boulevards of life and 
Realizing no one presses close to 


your arm to ask ... Do you love me? 
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The Big Apple is Back! by William Webster 


The Big Apple is back! 

We have rid ourselves 

of pest and pestilence 

The air is ... well ... 

Not so heavy anymore, 
And our streets will 
perhaps ... never be 

the same as I remember 
then from a few years back, 
but now what we have 

to watch out for are 

wild taxis drivers 

and their NY fares, 

the trucker drinking his beer 
as he delivers his ware 

the j's who walk across 


the street unawares. 


We no longer have to 
cur-trump across town 
nor dodge the ambulances 


speeding their way to poxy 


Yes, the Big Apple is Great Again! 
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We have all made it so. 

The same way it came back in 1922 
After el grand plagio espagniol 
Perhaps we will go crazy again and roar 


A few years before the next great crash. 
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If you are a Dandelion by Rose Lang 


If you are a dandelion 
Among the daffodils 


You might not be noticed 


But .. 


If you are a dandelion 
Among the roses 


You might be plucked! 
If you are a dandelion 
Among the weeds 

You might be welcomed 
But .. 

If you are a dandelion 


Among the flowers 


They will push you out! 
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Pictorial: Torso in Bronze 
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For interesting Mathematics and Science Books ... 


PYTHAGORAS PUBLISHING 
Mathematics, Physics and Astronomy 
Vancouver. BC Canada 


Over one hundred and fifty titles available 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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Historical Poems 
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Invictus by W. E. Henley 


Out of the night that covers me, 
Black as the pit from pole to pole, 
I thank whatever gods may be 


For my unconquerable soul. 


In the fell clutch of circumstance 
I have not winced nor cried aloud. 
Under the bludgeonings of chance 
My head is bloody, but unbow'd. 


Beyond this place of wrath and tears 
Looms but the Horror of the shade, 
And yet the menace of the years 


Finds and shall find me unafraid. 


It matters not how strait the gate, 
How charged with punishments the scroll, 
I am the master of my fate: 


I am the captain of my soul. 


The Tiger by William Blake 


Tiger, tiger, burning bright, 
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In the forests of the night, 
What immortal hand or eye 


Gould frame thy fearful symmetry? 


In what distant deeps or skies 
Burnt the fire of thine eyes? 
On what wings dare he aspire? 


What the hand dare seize the fire? 


And what shoulder and what art 
Gould twist the sinews of thy heart? 
And, when thy heart began to beat, 
What dread hand and what dread feet? 


What the hammer? What the chain? 
In what furnace was thy brain? 
What the anvil? What dread grasp 


Dare its deadly terrors clasp? 


When the stars threw down their spears, 
And water’d heaven with their tears, 
Did He smile His work to see? 


Did He who made the lamb make thee? 


Tiger, tiger, burning bright 
In the forests of the night, 
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What immortal hand or eye 


Dare frame thy fearful symmetry? 


When You Are Old by W. B. Yeats 


When you are old and gray and full of sleep 
And nodding by the fire, take down this book, 
And slowly read, arid dream of the soft look 


Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deep; 


How many loved your moments of glad grace, 
And loved your beauty with love false or true; 
But one man loved the pilgrim soul in you, 


And loved the sorrows of your changing face. 


And bending down beside the glowing bars. 
Murmur, a little sadly, how love fled 
And paced upon the mountains overhead. 


And hid his face amid a crowd of stars. 


Requiem I by Christina Rossetti 


When I am dead, my dearest, 
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Sing no sad songs for me; 

Plant thou no roses at my head, 
Nor shady cypress tree: 

Be the green grass above me 
With showers and dewdrops wet; 
And if thou wilt, remember, 


And if thou wilt, forget. 


I shall not see the shadows, 
I shall not feel the rain; 
I shall not hear the nightingale 


Sing on, as if in pain; 


And dreaming through the twilight 


That doth not rise nor set, 
Haply I may remember, 


And haply may forget. 


Dig the Grave by Robert Louis Stevenson 


Under the wide and starry sky 
Dig the grave and let me lie: 
Glad did I live and gladly die. 


And I laid me down with a will. 


Poetic Voice Ten 


Spring 2023 


This be the verse you grave for me: 
Here he lies where he long 'd to be; 
Home is the sailor, home from sea, 


And the hunter home from the hill. 
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Pictorial: Time for Thought ... 


An abstract rendering of Rodin's sculpture The Thinker 
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Surrealist and Dada Poetry 
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The Tapir by Anonymous, 1895 


O little cleft of coral 

Grown about with daffodils; 

Fountain of porphyry 

Where the waters of Helicon gust, 

I would drink at your waters, 
Entwining my tongue 

About the clitoral erubescence 

Of your most secret passion. 

Winding in and out Draining, drawing, 
Curving about the sardonyx mouth 

Of the sacred urn; 

Drinking, O delicious! 

O thirsty devouring of viscous moon-beams, 
Of mucilaginous starlight. 

I gather your two rosebuds 

And strip their petals 


While eating your thrice extracted honeycomb, 


NOW 
O falling stars ... 
Bathed in your liquid loveliness 


Anointed with your adorable essence. 
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Poems by Sylvia Plath 


The Colossus 


I shall never get you put together entirely, 
Pieced, glued, and properly jointed. 

Mule-bray, pig-grunt and bawdy cackles 
Proceed from your great lips. 

It's worse than a barnyard. 

Perhaps you consider yourself an oracle, 
Mouthpiece of the dead, or of some god or other. 
Thirty years now I have laboured 

To dredge the silt from your throat. 

I am none the wiser. 

Scaling little ladders with gluepots and pails of lysol 
I crawl like an ant in mourning 

Over the weedy acres of your brow 

To mend the immense skull-plates and clear 

The bald, white tumuli of your eyes. 

A blue sky out of the Oresteia 

Arches above us. O father, all by yourself 

You are pithy and historical as the Roman Forum. 
I open my lunch on a hill of black cypress. 

Your fluted bones and acanthine hair are littered 
In their old anarchy to the horizon-line. 


It would take more than a lightning-stroke 
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To create such a ruin. 

Nights, I squat in the cornucopia 

Of your left ear, out of the wind, 

Counting the red stars and those of plum-colour. 
The sun rises under the pillar of your tongue. 
My hours are married to shadow. 

No longer do I listen for the scrape of a keel 


On the blank stones of the landing. 
Suicide Off Egg Rock 


Behind him the hotdogs split and drizzled 

On the public grills, and the ochreous salt flats, 
Gas tanks, factory stacks—that landscape 

Of imperfections his bowels were part of— 
Rippled and pulsed in the glassy updraught. 

Sun struck the water like a damnation. 

No pit of shadow to crawl into, 

And his blood beating the old tattoo 

I am, I am, I am. Children 

Were squealing where combers broke and the spindrift 
Ravelled wind-ripped from the crest of the wave. 
A mongrel working his legs to a gallop 


Hustled a gull flock to flap off the sandspit. 


He smouldered, as 1f stone-deaf, blindfold, 
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His body beached with the sea's garbage, 

A machine to breathe and beat forever. 

Hlies filing in through a dead skate's eyehole 
Buzzed and assailed the vaulted brain chamber. 
The words in his book wormed off the pages. 


Everything glittered like blank paper. 


Everything shrank in the sun's corrosive 
Ray but Egg Rock on the blue wastage. 


He heard when he walked into the water 


The forgetful surf creaming on those ledges. 


Metaphors 


I'm a riddle in nine syllables, 

An elephant, a ponderous house, 

A melon strolling on two tendrils. 

O red fruit, ivory, fine timbers! 

This loaf's big with its yeasty rising. 
Money's new-minted in this fat purse. 
I'm a means, a stage, a cow in calf. 
I've eaten a bag of green apples, 


Boarded the train there's no getting off. 
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From War to Peace in Thirteen plus One Words by aDDa 


Bomb 
Boob 
Boom 
Moon 
Moan 
Moat 
Boat 
Coat 
Goat 
Gout 
Lout 
Lost 
Lose 


Love 
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Pictorial: Bent out of Shape 
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Canadian Poems 
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Poems by Isabella Valancy Crawford 


Songs for the Soldiers 


If songs be sung let minstrels strike their harps 
To large and joyous strains, all thunder-winged 
To beat along vast shores. Ay, let their notes 
Wild into eagles soaring toward the sun, 

And voiced like bugles bursting through the dawn 
When armies leap to life! Give them such breasts 
As hold immortal fires, and they shall fly, 

Swept with our little sphere through all the change 
That waits a whirling world. 

Joy's an immortal; 

She hath a fiery fibre in her flesh 

That will not droop or die; so let her chant 

The paeans of the dead, w^here holy Grief 

Hath, trembling, thrust the feeble mist aside 
That veils her dead, and in the wondrous clasp 
Of re-possession ceases to be Grief. 

Joy's ample voice shall still roll over all, 

And chronicle the heroes to young hearts 

Who knew them not 

There's glory on the sword 

That keeps its scabbard-sleep, unless the foe 
Beat at the wall, then freely leaps to light 
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And thrusts to keep the sacred towers of Home 


And the dear lines that map the nation out upon the world. 


His Mother 


In the first dawn she lifted from her bed 
The holy silver of her noble head. 


And listened, listened, listened for his tread. 


"Too soon, too soon!' she murmured, 'Yet I'll keep 


My vigil longer—thou, O tender Sleep, 
Art but the joy of those who wake and weep! 


Joy's self hath keen, wide eyes. O flesh of mine. 


And mine own blood and bone, the very wine 
Of my aged heart, I see thy dear eyes shine! 

T hear thy tread ; thy light, loved footsteps run 
Along the way, eager for that "Well done!’ 
We'll weep and kiss to thee, my soldier son 
Blest mother I—he lives ! Yet had he died 
Blest were I still, —I sent him on the tide 

Of my full heart to save his nation's pride! 

'O God, if that I tremble so to-day. 

Bowed with such blessings that I cannot pray 
By speech—a mother prays, dear Lord, alway 
'In some far fibre of her trembling mind! 

Ill up—I thought I heard a bugle bind 


Its silver with the silver of the wind.' 
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His Wife and Baby 


In the lone place of the leaves, 

Where they touch the hanging eaves, 

There sprang a spray of joyous song that sounded sweet and 
sturdy 

And the baby in the bed 

Raised the shining of his head. 

And pulled the mother's lids apart to wake and watch the birdie. 
She kissed lip-dimples sweet, 

The red soles of his feet, 

The waving palms that patted hers as wind-blown blossoms 
wander 

He twined her tresses silk 

Round his neck as white as milk 

'Now, baby, say what birdie sings upon his green spray yonder.' 
'He sings a plenty things 

Just watch him wash his wings I 

He says Papa will march to-day with drums home through the 
city. 


Here, birdie, here's my cup. 
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You drink the milk all up; 


I'll kiss you, birdie, now you're washed like baby clean and 


pretty.' 
She rose; she sought the skies 
With the twin joys of her eyes; 


She sent the strong dove of her soul up through the dawning's 


glory ; 
She kissed upon her hand 
The glowing golden band 


That bound the fine scroll of her life and clasped her simple 


story. 


His Sweetheart 


Sylvia's lattices were dark — 
Roses made them narrow. 

In the dawn there came a Spark, 
Armed with an arrow: 

Blithe he burst by dewy spray, 
Winged by bud and blossom. 
All undaunted urged his way 
Straight to Sylvia's bosom. 
"Sylvia! Sylvia! Sylvia! he 
Like a bee kept humming, 
"Wake, my sweeting; waken thee, 


For thy Soldier's coming" 
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Sylvia sleeping in the dawn, 
Dreams that Cupid's trill is 
Roses singing, on the lawn, 
Courting crested lilies. 

Sylvia smiles and Sylvia sleeps, 
Sylvia weeps and slumbers; 
Cupid to her pink ear creeps, 
Pipes his pretty numbers. 
Sylvia dreams that bugles play, 
Hears a martial drumming; 
Sylvia springs to meet the day 
With her Soldier coming. 
Happy Sylvia, on thee wait 
All the gracious graces! 
Venus mild her cestus plait 
Round thy lawns and laces! 
Flora fling a flower most fair, 
Hope a rainbow lend thee! 

All the nymphs to Cupid dear 
On this day befriend thee! 
‘Sylvia! Sylvia! Sylvia!’ hear 
How he keeps a-humming, 
Laughing in her jewelled ear, 


‘Sweet, thy Soldier's coming! 
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Poems by Ethelwyn Wetlierald 


The Followers 


One day I caught up with my angel, she 


Who calls me bell-like from a sky-touched tower. 


'T was in my roof-room, at the stillest hour 

Of a still, sunless day, when suddenly 

A flood of deep unreasoned ecstasy 

Lifted my heart, that had begun to cower, 

And wrapped it in a flame of living power. 

My leader said, 'Arise and follow me.' 

Then as I followed gladly I beheld 

How all men baffled, burdened, crossed or curst, 
Clutch at an angel's hem, if near or far; 

One not-to-be-resisted voice, deep-belled. 
Speaks to them, and of those we call the worst, 


Lo, each poor blackened brow strains to a Star! 


The Wind of Death 


The wind of death, that softly blows 
The last warm petal from the rose. 
The last dry leaf from off the tree, 
To-nig'ht has come to breathe on me. 


There was a time I learned to hate 
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As weaker mortals learn to love 

The passion held me fixed as fate. 
Burned in my veins early and late; 

But now a wind falls from above — 
The wind of death, that silently 
Enshroudeth friend and enemy. 

There was a time my soul was thrilled 
By keen ambition's whip and spur; 

My master forced me where he willed. 
And with his power my life was filled; 
But now the old-time pulses stir 

How faintly in the wind of death, 

That bloweth lightly as a breath. 

And once, but once, at Love's dear feet 
I yielded strength and life and heart; 
His look turned bitter into sweet, 

His smile made all the world complete; 
The wind blows loves like leaves apart — 
The wind of death, that tenderly 

Is blowing 'twixt my love and me. 

0 wind of death, that darkly blows 
Each separate ship of human woes 

Far out on a mysterious sea, 


] turn, I turn my face to thee! 
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Prodigal Yet 


Muck of the sty, reek of the trough, 
Blackened my brow where all might see. 
Yet while I was a great way off 

My Father ran with compassion for me. 

He put on my hand a ring of gold, 

(There's no escape from a ring, they say) 
He put on my neck a chain to hold 

My passionate spirit from breaking away. 
He put on my feet the shoes that miss 

No chance to tread in the narrow path; 

He pressed on my lips the burning kiss 
That scorches deeper than fires of wrath. 
He filled my body with meat and wine. 

He flooded my heart with love's white light; 
Yet deep in the mire, with sensual swine, 

I long—God help me !— to wallow to-night. 
Muck of the sty, reek of the trough. 
Blacken my soul where none may see. 
Father, I yet am a long way off— 


Come quickly. Lord ! Have compassion on me! 
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A collection of fine literature, poetry and magazine titles 


Obelisk Press 


erectae 


Over one hundred titles available at Amazon 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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The Best of Poetic Voice (2019-2022) 
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Poems by Blossom Lanton 


Them / You 


I touched their backs 

But they never stirred. 

They always walked me 

Out 

I knew the first one was pretending 
The morning after 

The bells were ringing 

And soon, 

It was light outside 

I didn't sleep well that night. 

I would kiss their shoulders and hold them 
In their slumber 

But I was too soft, 

Too gentle 

To wake them 

They all had beautiful backs 

But I wanted to pluck the stray hairs 
That didn't seem to belong 

They didn't belong and 

I didn't belong but 

I wanted to belong to you 


And they wanted me to belong to them but I didn't want to 
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I look at all the smooth round shapes whilst the shower runs: 
My huge pale thighs 

Touch 

They harbor 

My prickly pussy 

They always look at me and their eyes crawl on my skin 
Like beetles 

But you never looked at me that way 

You looked into my eyes like they were 
Pools of gold 

And the shower keeps running 

And all the glass steams up 

But when the water 

Hits my skin, 

All I can think about are your 

Perfect kisses 

Your perfect lips on mine 

Our weighted breath 

Intermingling - 

That potent smell 

I'll never forget and you'll never forget 

But you forget things and I like to keep them 
I keep them all lost on the steps of my mind 


Waiting for the next train to arrive. 
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Remember/Rosé 


chewing gum constellations 
on the pavement 
i miss the taste of your cherry tongue 
my mouth is stained 
with the coffee and cigarettes 
do you remember — 
the bottle we shared 
how i poured the contents 
of our rose tinted glasses 
to save for later 
do you remember — 
my lips 
and how i begged to be bitten 
i remember — 
your assertive fingers 
tangled in my hair 
i remember — 
your crooked smile 
your teeth of which i desired peeking 
i remember — 
you 
do you remember — 


me? 
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Disappointments of the Undersexed 


I exhale to the 
Ceiling, 
The air reaches the helium balloons 


Children let go 
The same feelings(,) I feel. 


Now I am older, 

That trivial feeling 

Those lost balloons created, 
That emptiness, 

Reaches me 


In a different sense. 


A failed night: 
My fault but not my fault 
But it is my fault 


I am sorry, I am sorry 


A night full of laughs - supposed 
Now an evening of sighs and deeper exhales 


From Lady Disappointment 
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I am sorry to be sorry 


I am sorry I am sorry 


Pent up frustrations of the sorrowful — 
I reach, but cannot reach 

Those balloons — 

Only in breathing 

Can I touch them. 


But my fingertips evade skin tonight, 
And my heart thumps in my chest, 
Away from yours, 


Though my ears listen intently. 


Spring Equinox 
I thought of you 
When I was walking in my 
Rain speckled purple jeans 


I thought of you 
When I was sleeping in your 


Permanganate stained green shirt 


I thought of you 
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With your hands under my 
Embroidered black dress 


I thought of you 
In your gaudy yellow shirt 


And me, fingering the lettering across your back 


Then I thought 
Of how little time we had 


And how that was a shame 


Only then did the rain 
On the first day of spring 


Make sense 


Blue Lights 


Hands creeping 

Strong hand slips 

Into the back of my jeans 

Skin on skin 

Lips between teeth 

I'm intoxicated by the sobriety - 


The clarity consumes me. 


Euphoria creeps over 
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A warm flush blooms across my cheeks 
My fingers ice cold 
But they oughtn't be — 


I begin to shiver 

The sweet anticipation 

A stimulating conversation 
The wetness of his mouth 
Dries on my flawed lips, 


My breath continues to quiver. 


Premature nostalgia: 

The glow behind the bar 
Illuminates the courage 

I lose all sense, 

Anxiety — 

Take me home 

Spend the awakened night 
With me. 


I am infatuated 
By a night not full of 
Yearning hours, 


Of nostalgia. 


Dragging my fingers, 
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His skin like Braille, 


I feel his words. 


Consume me with your company 
Make me yours 
Make my words yours 


And yours, my own. 


An idle waiting: 

I read the writing on the bathroom walls: 
“THE IDES SOFTEN MARCHES” 
“PARADISE IS LOST” 


I stare back at myself. 


The cool glow of 
Blue globes. 


Elation 

Expectancy 

The memory - 

A homeless man shuffles between 
His cold, plastic, 

Sheets, 

Refuge only in sleep. 

Guilt flickers through the mind. 
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A knowing embrace 
Shocks, delights, excites me 


(All is but forgotten). 


Ilook back 

We talk about bridges, tracks, and tunnels 
As we speed in 

“The closest thing to teleportation” 


The cab driver raises his eyebrows at our fervent embraces. 


I trail behind the leader 
Through the chain link fence 
(Intimidated only slightly) 
In a lovers’ march 


The heart thumps louder — 


The carpet welcomes me, 
Stained with that familiar, 


Potent smell. 


“Hello” 
Kisses 
Teeth 
Tongues 
Tattoos 


Cotton sheets 
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Orange walls 
Heidegger 
Kierkegaard 
Shivering 

Finishing 

Morning 

Coffee 

Baristas to bartenders 
DVDs 

The subway wind 


“Goodbye” 


La Petite Mort 


I saw the dead man again today 
The dead man who walks 

I didn’t see him alive 

Until this day 

Under the sun 

And the lonely seagull who caws 
to no one 

The dead man walking 

I lay myself down 

Seeing yellow and orange through my 
Eyelids 


I lay myself down in want of my own 
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Little death. 


Until Next Time 


I realised today that 
Love doesn't fizzle out 


Until love becomes anew. 


Love, or like 

Leaves the chest a-flutter, 

The palms sweating, 

But leaves the extremities cold, 
To be warmed 


By your hot breath and skin. 


Your flesh is mine 

To bite, 

To scratch, 

And mine is all yours to bruise, 
To slap - 

But also all yours 


To kiss. 


Ilay my head on the pillow of your sturdy chest, 
Ilay vulnerable to your roaming fingers grazing, 


We lay there, eyelashes a-flutter, 


Poetic Voice Ten 62 Spring 2023 


Defenseless to each others' ticklish breaths, lest 


We both fall sound asleep. 


Hold me tight, 

Kiss my forehead, 

Tickle me, 

As cruel time passes... 

And we wait for the lukewarm pizza, 
And the bittersweet kiss, until 


The next time. 


A Dilemma 


I pace to and fro, 

Stick in hand, 

With the trees’ shadows shaking below, 
At my feet — 

Whose chest do I wish to lie on? 

I end the night with no answer to behold 
I pick: not to pick 


I choose to be, not to be 
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Poems by Aki Kurosawa 


I Had a Pink Bike 


When I was a little girl 
I had a pink bike ... 
the tires would spin and whirl. 


I rode it everywhere I like — 


I rode it very fast! 
The boys would race me, 
but almost always I'd be last 


and I would watch them flee. 


gaily laughing all the time at me ... 
but I would just smile, thinking 
how it must hurt to be a boy 


bouncing on his bike ... 


but a girl can whirl along on her's 


and not mind it at all ... 
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Pumpkin the Cat 


Pumpkin ... my chisana Neiko, 
she use to wander across 

the top of our fence. 

Our chisai inu would bark, bark 


bark at it — but my Pumpkin 


she just ignored him. She knew 

he had nothing important to say 

to her as she went on her way. 

The boy cats would try to 

follow her across the fence — 

but would get unnerved and topple off 
and our dog would chase them away. 
They would never come back again. 

If you could not keep up with Pumpkin 


... What use were you to her? 
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But Not Always! 


At school we all wore 
plain blue uniforms ... 
every day, the same way — 


but not always! 


And underneath, 

they were supposed to be all white, 
but sometimes they were red, 

or pink, or blue, 

or yellow or black, 

or no color at all ... 

which was the best ... 

don't you think? 

If you had to sit every day, 

The same way — 


but not always! 
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They Make a Rasp of it! 


You see, I have these dreams ... 
of being held down .... 

against my will ... 

and being tickled, here and there 
and everywhere ... 


But when I tell my 
boyfriends what I dream about 


they just don't understand. 


They make a rasp of it, 

and turn my dream 

into a nightmare. 

Boys don't understand girls 


... they just don't want to. 


What I Miss Most of All... 


You ask me, 

what I miss, most of all ... 
It is to travel by train, 

to far, far away ... 

from where I live, 


in unhappy Tokyo, 
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and soak in an onsen, 

even with strangers, 

far, far away ... 

in the mountains somewhere, 
where people know, 

you are not from around here, 
and point at you, 

and talk about you 

without turning their backs. 

I am so lonely that 

I might even let a farm boy, 
take me into the fields, 

far, far away ... 

and roll me in the hay 

under the cold dark night sky 
just to say to my friends 


I still know how to play. 


You ask me ... 
what I miss most of all ... 


It is how to be happy. 
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Taking Things in Hand 


Sometimes ... I let lil’ sis 
take me out 
to meet some 


of her chums ... 


Oh boy! 


There was sis and I 
and four puppies, 


all eager to play, yelping.... 


They tried to paw, paw, paw 
their way up, into my dress ... 


I was not impressed! 


I pressed me knees tight together, 
And held down my dress, 
Then they tried up top. 


There was no stopping them. 


We six sat in a booth 
at the back of a dark, 
old restaurant, 


far across town 
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where truckers gathered. 


Those wretches eyed us hungrily. 


And here I was trapped between 
two yelping little chiens. 

There was not much I could do, 
until after we had eaten ... 

I saw a gleam in sis’ eyes 


that told me why she had brought us here. 


Four of them and two of us ... 


we were there to give them a hand. 


I watched from across the table 
as she toyed with her boys 
They looked down, went silent 


closed their eyes ... and smiled 


The two beside me watched too ... 
and began to whimper, and whine. 


...S0 did all the other wretches around the room 


And so I too took things in hand. 
Why not! It's a free world ... 
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Softly, slowly, I started 
to pet these puppies. 


Fresh out of the kennels. 


But at least their whimpering 


and whining had stopped. 


They were not much to begin with, 

Hardly there in fact, 

with their big paws and little stiffs 

but they sort of grew on you ... 

these pups that squirmed and finally foamed 


When we were finished 
sis and I ... we dashed away 
not having to worry about 


puppies nipping at our heels. 
I have to credit my sis, 


she hasn't had to pay 


for her lunch in years. 
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It is Going to be a Boy She Says. 


Next month, my best friend, 
she's having a baby. 
She's much younger than me ... 


just past her teens. 


We use to work together 

side by side. But last year 

she lost her job, 

then her boy friend too, 

when she needed him the most, 


(he's not the father), 


and the baby's father ... well ... 
she doesn't even know his name, 


no one will tell her who he is, 


they were both drunk 
at the time they bumped 
into each other... 


and now she has sobered up. 


I think I know ... 
who the father 1s, 
but can’t tell her, 


72 


Poetic Voice Ten 


Spring 2023 


I may end up jobless too ... 


It is going to be a boy she says. 
She can feel his tiny pencil 
ticking her from within, 
writing her little haiku ... 


reminding her, 


she has no men 
in her life, 

except her father, 
who wants to toss 


them both into the streets. 


She waits ... 
with her grandmother now, 
far away ... 


somewhere in the country 


Oh well ... 
she and the little one 


will at least have fresh air. 


It is going to be a boy she says. 
I hope it is a girl! 
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What is my Body Trying to Tell Me? 


My cracked seed, 


my brown rice ... 
my green wheat 
my white soybean ... 


my red sorghum 


It starts to bleed, 
whenever the farmers want 


to furrow the ground 


What is my body trying to tell me? 


That the plow 
can only furrow the soil 


when nothing will grow? 


Or should I let 
the damned crows peck at me 


whenever they feel hungry? 
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A Salary Girl ... in a Salary World 


I sit at my desk, 
a salary girl ... 


in a salary world 


surrounded by salary men 
who are probably 
thinking 
the same things 


Iam... 


There is the day me, 

prim and proper, 
and the night time me, 

the complete opposite, 
which comes out on 


a Saturday ... at midnight. 


Each day is the same 
except Sundays ... 
when I can sleep off 


the night before. 


Sometimes on Sundays 


I wake up in my own bed 
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alone ... but, most times 
I wake up somewhere else, 


and can't find my panties. 


I have a yen 
for this other life 
and if I wanted to ... 
I could play my way, 
one fancy trick at a time, 
by working one night a week, 
and sleeping it off ... 


the other six. 


That way I don't have 
to sit at my desk, 
a salary girl ... 
in a salary world 


surrounded by salary men. 
It's a Toil, that we know 
The Olympics are finally here 
but we in Tokyo ... we fear 


That which we can't see 


We welcomed strangers in the past 
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but now ... today ...we cannot cast 


A smile to our faces ... 


It's a toil, that we know 
And a wicked blow 


To our prestige ... 


The stadiums sit all empty, 
and what will be will be ... 


It can't end fast enough, for me 


My sister's she's a volunteer 
And for her health we all do fear 


But she doesn't care ... 


And she says to me ... look 
Big sis ...you always worry far too much 


I'll be fine, believe me. 


But she's my little sis .... Hell! 
And I know her far too well, 


Just you see! 


I won't mind if little sis says ... 
Haha, I told you so ... 


I will grin and bare it. 
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It will just be fine 
to hear her voice 


In a month or two. 


His Little Insignificance 


My boyfriend looks so funny 
standing there 


hanging out ... 


That little insignificance that 
means so much to him 


yet means so little to me. 


A daikon ... brings me greater pleasure! 


A green bean ... a bowl of Edamame. 


I wonder if his 
insignificance were stolen away 


would he still want to play with me? 


To love that place 
where his insignificance seems 


always to ... hasten ... 
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To tickle and caress me 


To feast on my sweet Aoyagi ... 


Instead of always wanting 
to press his insignificance 
into me like a bull 


might press a cow to heff'a calf. 


It is his beef 
that I just leave him 


to stand and bray ... 


milk me ... 
milk me ... 


milk me ... 


And I am the cow? 


Are You Lonely Too ... 


It is hard to be lonely 
But it is easy to be alone. 
I am alone when I sit 
At my desk at work — 


a face in a crowded place. 
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I am alone sitting on a train 

Going to and from work 

Whrn I get home from work at the end 
Of my day I am lonely — 

with no one to greet me, 


no one to ask ... 


How was your day my love? 


I am lonely when I fix my dinner 
And start to think — *what about 
Tomorrow?’ Will it be another day 


like today, or will it be different? 


Sleep fills my life with the 

Imagined, and I step among 

My dreams, who keep me company — 
well I guess not being lonely 

is just a state of mind 


even when I am alone. 


Maybe I will dream of you? 
Are you lonely too ... 


Someone I can Spend Time With 
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I sometimes play a game 
And watch the eyes of the boy 


I am with ... 


I place my hand over my heart 
in the V of my blouse 


and smile ... 


Sometimes they look down 
and smirk like a hungry tiger. 


I then frown ... 


And look at my watch and say 
‘it’s time for me to go’ ... I don't want 


a hungry tiger 


If his eyes stay on mine, I stay 
awhile and let my hand drop 


into my lap ... 


Then I fuss with my dress a bit and 
watch his eyes. If he looks down, it's 


time to go. 


If his eyes are still on mine 


I reach out with my hand 
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and touches his 


I know he 1s someone 
I can spend time with 


and be happy ... 


Only if we Don't Play the Chase 


Girls think that boys have more fun 
Boys say that girls do ... 
So what of these two plays 


are in fact true? 


Boys do chase after girls 
But girls are not to chase after boys! 
So boys have more fun? Well, perhaps 


It depends on whether you like the chase? 


Boys don’t need to ‘be careful’ do they? 
But girls have to be, don't we? 
Otherwise the fun is over ... 

Girls with big pregnant bellies 

Are not chased after and can't run 

fast enough to catch up 

with the fathers of their babies. 


Can they? The fathers keep on running ... 
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Honestly I think that girls 
have more fun ... don't we? 
But only if we don't 

Play the chase ... 


If They are the Right Fit 


When I meet a boy 
For the first time 
I like to ask them 


What interests you? 


If they say money 

I take them shopping 
After the third date 

They leave me ... Why? 
They don't want to spend 


their money on me! 


If they say sports ... 

I take them to watch 

A baseball game 

And then I sneak away. 


They never notice I am gone. 


If they say they like films ... 
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We usually watch the French 
New Wave ... each film 

I know by heart. They don't 
What about Truffault? Ummm ... 


So much for film! 


If they say they are into video games 
I know they have yet to grow up. 
Otaku imasu ... their mothers still 
Look after them. No thanks! 


No mothering from me please. 


If they are into art then out 
Comes my sketch book and 
Pencils. ‘Will you sit for me?’ 

I ask them. Some do, most don’t 


If they do I size them up ... 


If they are the right fit ... not 

too big ... or only into themselves 
mind you ... only then do I let 
them ask ‘Can I draw you too?" 

I like this play ... 


As they size me up too. 
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Poems by William Webster 


Escapade 


The clickety clack 

of the train on the track, 

took me back to summers 

when I was sort of young, 

when we escaped the heat 

— the mugginess of August — 

the hustle and bustle of the Big Apple — 


to the quiet paradise of the Hamptons. 


I remember Shirley on the Long Island choo choo ... 
the teenage girl from the Bronx - the 

train conductor whose shirt 

was so small for her that her 

buttons nearly popped every time 

she took a breath — and you breathe 


a great deal when it is hot! 


When we talked I would watch ... 
disappointed ...as the thread strain and 
her buttons struggled to keep 
immodesty at bay — 


she knew what was on my mind! 
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which is why she took to 

talking with me about what 

the beaches and pools are like 

in the Hamptons, and how lucky 

I was. I teased her, as she teased me. 
Every weekend it was the same. 


Track twelve to Long Island ... 


At night I had visions of her 
in a bright yellow string bikini ... 
struggling to keep immodesty at bay, 


but she had visions too ... 


Of her escapade of perhaps 

one day taking a summer holiday .. 

and escaping the hustle and bustle 

of the Bronx, the Big Apple and everything ... 
and wearing a bright yellow string bikini ... 


she told me so! 


She once asked of me, whether I could bring her there, 
to the Hamptons so that she too could visit Paradise ... 


as she knew she should ... but knew she never would ... 


As I nodded speechless ... 
I nearly popped my buttons. 
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But Shirley knew that the Bronx 
Clickety clack ... 


was on the wrong side of the tracks. 


I Wish I Could ... 


It is the city that never sleeps 

The Big Apple — but I wish it would. 

It is so noisy, it keeps 

me awake at night, I wish I could ... 
sleep. If you live here you need 

all the rest you can get, believe 

me. Living here is a test of character, a keen 
measure of whether or not you can thrive 
amidst the hustle, and the bustle ... 

of the killer taxis cabs, and the pot holes 
that devour them, the uncaring throngs 
that act like mindless zombies, bumping 
into each other on the sidewalks — 


it is the day of the sleepless dead! 


I Waited There at the Gates of Her Heart 


Quietly and calmly, 


I waited there 


at the gates 
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of her heart ... 

for a very long time. 
For how long? 

She did not care 

to notice. 

I watched as other men 
came and went, happily. 
As the nights grew cold, 
and the seasons grew long too — 
what else could I do? 
but stand and go 

sit quietly at another 


gate ... and wait. 


The Mix of a Perfect Martini 


I truly miss the sound 
Of ice cubes tingling within 


A steel martini mixer. 


I truly miss the sight 
Of a buxom barmaid 


Jiggling as she shakes it. 


I truly miss the 


‘Want an olive with that?’ 
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And the smile when I ask for three 


I truly miss the 
‘Did I make it just right this time?" 


And the smirk on her face when I say 


Maybe me another one ... 
You are getting better at it 


Just shake it a bit more ... will’ ya! 


When That Day Comes ... Beware! 


Real men don't cry 
They just try to get by 
Through things ... but I 
Unfortunately let 


People upset me .. 
Almost always. 
It is hard for me to see 


A way out of this play. 


Perhaps I am not 

A real man but a boy 
Perhaps I am caught 
And I am just a toy. 
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To be played with. 
It's because I care 
About the truth 


And cannot bare 


Looking the other way 
When something bad goes on 
Perhaps there will be a day 


When my conscience will be gone 


And nothing will bother me 
Anymore — I will not care 
And look the other way. 


When that day comes ... beware! 
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Pictorial: Come in for a Swim ... 
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I Would Rather Sleep Alone by Annie Gavani 


My Boyfriend has a big one ... 
So big that it hurts every time 


He forces his way with me. 


I tell him to stop, 

But he doesn't listen to me. 
He just pushes 

and pushes 


and pushes 


So I tell him 
as the sun goes down 
No you cannot stay tonight 


I would rather sleep alone. 
Either you 


or your ego 


... has got to go 
Poems by Isabella Montsouris 


You Don't Seem to Care ... 


I want you 
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to carry me about 
in a small; box 
in your jacket 


close to your heart 


Not just a picture of me 
mind you, but me 

in my entirety 

so that I can hear the 


pitter-patter of your heart 


When a beautiful girl 
catches your eye 
and I can kick and scream 
and ask her ... 


what about me? 


You don't seem to care 
about me in my entirety 
even though you carry 
my picture in your jacket 


close to your heart ... 
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Something Biblical by Isabella Montsouris 


When I saw this picture 


I remembered my polaroid 


with my two best friends ... 


But we had more courage ... 
We were not holding bags in our hands ... 


Nor had hair over our boobs ... 
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Poems by Rose Lang 


J'ai Perdu Mon Paris ... Hélas! 


I feel hollow inside 


As if I have already died 


Yet I breathe ... in and out... 


But just can't walk about 


To my favorite places 


They are lost to me, traces 


In a corner of my memory. 


Will life ever go back, to be 


What it was before the plague 


Descended on the arches, and 


Walkways of my beloved place 
J'ai perdu Mon Paris ... Hélas! 


The Sex Life of a Queen Bee 


Were life for me ... 


like that of a Queen Bee 
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at the centre of a hive 

surrounded by consorts who live 
to please me, and nothing more ... 
and male concubines, bored 

most times except when I let 
them come close 

and let loose. 

In a frenzy of 


Sex ... Sex ... Sex ... 


My consorts I have 

long ago made sterile, 

yet they do try 

in the own frenzy 

to let loose, 

but nothing comes from them 
but the buzz, buzz, buzz 


of xes ... Xes ... Xes ... 


My concubines I tease 

because I want them to please 
me. All I want from them 

is they dance with me when 

I am ready to mate, that they rasp 
and ravage me, so we can make 


billions of baby bees ... 
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Were life for me ... 
like that of a Queen Bee 
My life would be so 


much simpler ... 


I could let my consorts 
Xes ... XES ... XES 9. 
as much as they please 


and not worry. 


Then set out in search 
of a male concubine 
when I am ready to 
make a baby bee ... 

a baby me. 
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Poems by Patrick Bruskiewich 


Love is Like a Tender Flower 


Love is like a tender flower 
that sits quietly as it 


awaits the morning sun. 


It is something majestic 
like a tower that beckons 
us to climb up to heaven 
to leave behind our 
mortal sins, and think 


of angels and godly things. 


It is a flower, soft and pink 
Sometimes fragrant, 
sometimes sullen — 


but always waiting for warmth. 


Love are words, spoke soft 
To someone dear that 
Echo deep within their 
Soul, and speak of 


Timeless truths ... 
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About happiness and longing, 


about beauty and the sublime ... 


about strawberries and champagne. 


It is dark chocolate smothered 
In vanilla, covered in 
Crushed hazelnuts and 


Cinnamon pixie dust. 


And when the flowers are warm to touch 


... true love has arrived. 
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Her Heavy Metal Casket 


I met her only once. It was real heavy 
metal music ... and the party 


it was loud, crowded, dark. 


I was half-stoned, my angel 

was too ... tall ... peroxide, she 

had sparkling green eyes. Couldn't be 
more that eighteen at that. Crazy 

with lust and life. It was knarly 

her narcissism. She hardly 

wore anything. Psychodel ... 

is us ... it was! ... but she popped pills, 


blue ones, green ones, red ones too! 


... And she pouted at me for not joining her. 


but I was high enough with life. 


I grabbed her breast, and made my move, 

but she pushed me away ... she was too high for love! 
What could I do but keep my feet on the earth. 

The loudness wore me out, so did her mad mirth 

until in the early hours of the morn 

she came crashing down ... her ... 


and her bag of blues, and greens and reds ... 
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I held her close... but gone was her warmth and sparkle. 


I did see her breasts ... while they tried to resuscitate her. 


beautiful they were ... 


... now only touched by the mortician 


as he laid her into her heavy metal casket. 
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The End of My Innocence 


Everything seems so crisp and clear 

as I sit and watch the sea grass sway 

in the afternoon breeze. Above I hear 

the passage of birds made of steel — away 

they fly! The beach sand glistens in the sun — 

it sparkles in fact, bringing clarity to my 

thoughts. Every grain represents an idea, some 

bright and better than other thoughts ... by 

now I should be able to decide, bottom or top? 

— submit to the light or let it dominate you. 

The wind will whistle — the other shoe will drop, 

the matter will seem less clear — what to do? 

Does free will exist, or are matters preordained? Then 
the grass begins to sway a new, and here I am 

in the here and now. The tingle returns, it throbs, can 
I say no to her? She sits pretty. Min is the end 

of my innocence. The tree above me is covered in moss. 
The clouds drift by as if to mock is their reason ... 

a ship passes leaving the port behind ... loss 

is not what I fear. It is the unknown. It's the treason 


to my long held view, that I am a truly free man. 
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A Floating City in the Sky 


The happy Empress Min, 
she watches the setting sun, 
her hair blowing in the wind. 


The fall of dusk had begun. 


The western sky is pink, 
and purple, and orange too, 
as the sun begins to sink 


behind the mountain tops. Soon 


her sky will fill with stars, 
but not before the clouds 
float above her earth, bars 


of pillowed softness, proud 


reminders that this place is 
set beneath the heavens, far 
from the twinkling stars, this 


oasis of earthly paradise. 


A majestic cloud billows there, 
a floating city in the sky. 
She imagines then without a care, 


that in her dreams, bye the bye ... 
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She soon will too be sitting 
way up there looking down 
from her floating city 


at us set fast on the ground. 


We will be looking up at her 
and see her beautiful breasts, 
the nape of her lovely neck, soft fur 


sa source de vie, and all the rest. 


And say of her that no 
Empress is better bound 
to heaven then Min, who 


in her softness is found 


the feminine, the silk folds, 
the pink petals, the ecstasy 
of love and of life ... behold 
all that draws her beauty. 


Then the sun sets, the sky 
darkens, the stars appear, she 
smiles. She knows why 


it is that she is so happy ... 
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Walking Primates 


Oh, time marches on 
I know we live but few years, 


and fewer still young. 


At length we all find 
a way through our complex lives, 


simple thoughts to live by. 


We believe we grow up, 
the silly philosophies we 
choose keep us childlike, 


we're just too smug 
to see our self for what we 


are — walking primates, 


We should have stayed 
up in the trees where we belong. 


swinging happily! 
Monkey see, monkey 


do — small wonder we still like 


Bananas ... hah! 
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It Came And Silently Crept 


While we quietly slept, 

it came and silently crept 
upon us. We did not hear 
its arrival — its fall. I fear 
my day has come to a stop, 


and so back into bed I flop. 


Were I a child, free to play 

then I could enjoy this day, 

throw snowballs, and snowmen make 
or if a girl — snow angels. But I take 
the bus to work — if it can 


trudge up the hill ... damn. 


Maybe I should call and say 

with the snow and all, there is no way 
for me to get down there, 

and stay in bed, without a care 


here on this white mountain top. 


And hope the snow ... 


it does not stop! 
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She Was Happy to Wait Awhile, Yet 


She stood there, a blank canvas 
In her simple blouse and black jeans 
at the precipice of it all. She was unaware. 


She had no care. Everything was simple. 


But as I admired her 

I could see the beauty of her 

not so well hidden away 

and soon to be seen. It was like 
standing before a basket of 

ripening fruit, of pears, figs and apricots 
knowing that soon there will be a day 
when the fruit would be sweet and 


succulent — ready to be enjoyed. 


Oh ... would I be the one 

To draw, to paint, to sculpt her 
To bite into that fruit and 
Savour the taste of it, its touch, 
Its feel and have its nectar 


Run down my chin. Were I ... 


To kiss its softness and watch 


The blush of it all, and know 
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That she too enjoyed the orchard 


Of life, the basket and the fruit ... 


Its love and happiness ... 
She stood there, a blank canvas 


and smiled. She was happy 


to wait awhile, yet ... 
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Waiting to Live. 


I sit ... 

Late at night ... 

On my balcony ... 

Looking up at the moon ... 
And the planets, and stars ... 
Waiting to die ... 


Iam... 

all alone ... 

just me ... 

in this empty universe 
And my broken heart ... 
skipping a beat ... 


or two — or three ... 


Then it stops ... 
for a sec ... 

and I wait ... 

to see ... 

if it ... 

will — 

beat — 


again? 
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I sit ... 

late at night ... 
all alone ... 

on my balcony ... 


waiting to live ... 


Saying to God ... 

if you want me ... 
then just take me ... 
this suspense ... 


is killing me! 


But God ... 
does not ... 
want me ... 
not just ... 


yet! 


Then it stops again ... 
for a second longer ... 
perhaps it is not good 
to temper faith 


but I am still here! 


I hear the flutter ... 


of angel wings ... 
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or perhaps it is ... 
just the wind ... 
or maybe it is Gabriel 


standing watch over me? 
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I Need Something More in Life 


It is just that way — 
I have nothing to do today. 
So I stay in bed to remind 


myself how tired I am of life! 


The many people I know 
are not friends — they are 
just people I know. Soon 


I forget them, and their names too. 


Later I may drift into town 
and walk aimlessly around 
hoping that I am not invisible — 


but I am invisible, you see! 


Being kind to others means 
you get taken for granted. 
They expect to take from you, 


and take ,,, and tire you out. 


Maybe it is best I get a pet 
— a parakeet or a goldfish 
to talk to. A dog to walk, 


or a cat to pet that purrs ... 
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At least they will not run 

off — the first chance they get. 

Well maybe not a pussy, they 

like being stroked and spoiled. 


If I get a pet then I have 
to stay too close to home. 
I need something more in life. 


Is it just that way? 


When I go to town I 
become just one of them ... 
drifting aimlessly around. No 


one wants me as a pet or play thing! 


Just like me, alone and invisible 
Maybe I should stay in bed 
because I am tired of life, 


close my eyes to dream of something else! 
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And I Am There In Mind 


The paint brush touched the horizon 
with its aqua, its marine, its pinks and blues, 
as the sun sank behind the imagined 
end of the day. Night crept up 

into the sky in wisps of cloud and wind 
that drew us to the west and Venus 
beckoning our dreams of the night 

to come. Soon the light in the 

sky will be extinguished — the whirl 

of life wound down. Soon we will 

be alone in our thoughts, and 

what of it? Jupiter ... it peers down 

at us, then a million speckles 

of flickering night reminds us of 

our insignificance. The heavens laugh 
at us, mocks our own mortality. 

Each speck hosts a world at least, 

each world with molecules like our own. 
And somewhere in the sky someone is 
looking up at us and is thinking about 
their significance — the brushes that 
paint their skies, amidst their night 
with flickering reminders of what it 


is to be born, to grow, to live, 
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to love, to procreate and to grow old. 
Death is not thought about — 

only life, and words to express 

a moment, shared across the 


expanses of space and of time. 


Each speckle hosts a world 


and I am here in mind. 
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In a Mirror of Conscious Choice 


We are all faced 
with the infinite 
possibilities of 
perception — both 
outside and within. 
Of representing 
and interpreting the 
universe that 
surrounds us 

and that's inside 
us too — to paint 
our own reality — 
to reflect 
everything in a 
mirror of 


conscious choice 
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Pictorial: Oh no ... don't go! 
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Affiliated Publishing Houses 


Atelier Press 
Obelisk Press 
Pythagoras Publishing 


Over 350 titles to choose from 


Magazines by Obelisk Press 


Le Minotaur 
Pen & Pencil Magazine 
Poetic Voice Magazine 
Art & Eros Magazine 
L’Espionage Magazine 
Dada Magazine 
Genius Magazine 


Neos et Le Surealisme 
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Obelisk Press 


Vancouver 
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